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10 THE 


RIGHT. HONOURABLE 


JOHN 


EARL of LEICESTER, &c. 


My Lad 


Make no doubt but it will be a Queſtion more 
readily as d than anſwer d, How I came, in 


my firſt Attempt of this fort, to make ſo impru- 
dent a Choice in relation to the Subject; and then 


with what ¶urance I could offer ſo meer a Trifle 

to your Lordſhip. I am ſenſible how incapable ] am 
of Writing on any Subject, much leſs on One where 
the Beſt have falln ſhort; yet I hope for ſome Ex. 
cuſe, even from my own Incapacity ; having, in 
that reſpect, the greater Reaſon to employ my 
Thoughts, where the Greatneſs and Copiouſneſs of 
the Theme might, in ſome meaſure, make amends for 
the barrenneſs of my Invention. As for the latter, 
I muſt throw my ſelf entirely on your Lorajhip's Ge- 
nerofity ; and that Opinion I beg your Lordſhip would 
entertain concerning me, that in Offering this I have 


offer d the beſt I can; and that it would be the | 
#13 height - 


The Dedication. 

height of my Ambition, might my Hours, both of 
"Buſmeſs and Leiſure, be wholly devoted to your 
Lordſhip s ſervice. I can't flatter my ſelf that this 
ſmall Performance will amount to ſo much as an Ac- 
knowledgment of thoſe many Favourt I hade retei. 
ved of your Lordſhip ; I, your Lordſhip will look 
upon it as ſuch, it cannot meet with 4 more favour- 
able Conſtruttion. Tf any one will pretend to diſcern 
a farther Value in it, it can only be owing to the Im- 
preſſion it takes from your Lordſhip s Honourable 
Patronage, and the Opportunity it gives me of decla- 
ring to the World, how much I am 


My LORD, 
Your Lordlhip's moſt Humble 


and moſt Obedient Servant 


* 


3 ; John Chaſe. 
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ON THE 


3 of Her Majeſtys ARMS, under his 
Grace the Duke id Marlborough. 


NEVER flept on fam d Parnaſſus head, 
No artful, or well-Natur'd Muſe, 
Did e're her pleaſing Rage infuſe, 
To tune my Voice, or fill my Dreams; 

In Agamppes ſacred Streams, 

My Thirſt I never yer allay d. 

ALBION the Muſes Joy and Pride, 
Dictates the Verſe which Nature has denied; 
ALBION where ere thy Triumphs call, 

The Muſes joyfully agree 

To make of Diſcord harmony, 

And Nature's untaught Notes in graceful order fall, 


II. 


Bright Genius of our 18LE, 
That once thy lovely Face didſt ſhroud, 
In an unwelcome ſullen Cloud, 

B 


1 ER.) 
. ('Tis juſt the weighty Cauſe to cell) 
When Great NASSAU from thy Embraces fell, 
How ſoon did ſt thou again vouchſafe to ſmile ? 
How ſoon did thy enlivning Beams diſpenſe 
Their pleaſing, and reſiſtleſs Influence? 
When Godlike 4NNE with thee combin dʒ 
The Chains of EUROPE to remove, 7 | 
For the more laſting Tyes of Love, J 
And to Majeſtick Force, che Charms of BEAUTY join'd. 
HI. 
Th' amazing SCENE is open to my view, 
But which of all thoſe Sons thou doſt inſpire, 
Is warm'd with a ſufficient fire, 
The ample Theme with Juſtice to purſue ? 
What daring ATLAS of the num'rous Train, 
The Weight will venture to ſuſtain ? 
O! were my Breaſt with equal Strength endued ; 
Or that I could ſay ought t excuſe 
The Fault of. an ambitious Mule, | 
While I a double Task aſſume, | 8 
In which to Speak is to preſume; 5 
And to be Silent were IN GRATITU DE. 


IV. 
Beneath th increaſing Weight depreſt 
Of Cares, that fill d ker lab ring Breaſt, 
Alone, and fad, the fair BRITANNIIA fate 
To ſee her LOVE with Injuries repaid, = 
Her Liberty by implous Arts betray d, 
And thoſe who ſhould relieve Her, Miſeries create. 
- Kind Heav'n look d down, and pitying her Diſtreſs, 
Great WILLIAM ſent her Fortune to redreſs ; 


The gen rous rack Great WILLIAM firſt eſſayd; 
Gently he bow'd, and rais d ber penſiwe Head; 


mp 
Ws : 
Fd 


6 
From her ſoft Hands the galling Shackles broke, 
And from her tender Neck the end Yoke. 


V. 


Say proſp'rous $ISLE, what Duty didſt Thou owe? 
What Gratitude canſt thou repay, 
_ Worthy of that auſpitious Day, 
And the Kind Arm that did thy Liberty beſtow 2 
That did the fair Example prove, 
| Worthy thy Imitation and thy Love; 
That did tir inſulting Foe repel, 
| In War that caught Thee to excel ; | 
That did che Weight of thy Misfortunes bear, £ 
That did the ſure Foundation place, E 
Of all thy future Happineſs, 
And gave Thee ſafe to faithful 4N NAs care. 


VI. 


ANNE gave the Word, and Heav'n Succeſs decreed, 
Glad Victory the Sound obey'd, 
And her Triumphant Wings diſplay d, 
And now no more to be with-held, 
The chearful Soldier ruſh't into the Field, 
Reſolv'd in ſuch a Cauſe to Conquer, or to Bleed. 
How gladly did they all unite, [ 
T aflert BRITANNIAs injur d Right? | 
Thrice happy He, and worthy Praiſe, | 
Whoever bravely durſt declare, 
To make her Liberty his Care, 
And to her conqu'ring ARMS immortal Honours raiſe. 


g VII. 
And here Great MAR LBRO' whoſe ſurviying Name, 
(W hen after-Ages ſhall ſurvey | 
The Wonders of thy Workin Day ) 
Will ſtand the faireſt in the Liſt of Fame, 
Vouchſafe t adorn my artleſs Song, 


Uncaughc, 


LS) 
Untaught, and hindmoſt in the Throvg. 
For as great Deeds in loftier Numbers live, 
In Thee my Muſe hopes only to ſurvive, 
Next thy great Miſtreſs thou ſhalt this beſtow, _ 
That whate're Truth for ever ſhall relate, | 
England's Succeſſes, and her various Fate, 
To Thee ſhall all x its Strength, and all! its Beauty owe. 


VIII. 


Vutue from thee ſhall a freſh Luſtre take, 
Secure within thy guarded Breaft, 
The vandring Goddeſs choſe to reſt, . 
The Marks of Time no longer need we trace 
To Rome, and her illuſti ious Race, 
No longer now look back. 
Thou goodly Mother who alone, 8 
With worthy Praiſes didſt their Labours crown; 
O ! that we could like Thee more glorious Acts "HY 
Tho' this is thy peculiar Art, 
To MARL BRO thou muſt yield a better part, 
And with Him thine, as we do envy thee thy Verſe. 


IX. 
All that is Wiſe, or Generous, or Great, 
All that we envy, or deſire, 
In him does one juſt Harmony conſpire : 
No flatt' ring Lights, no jarring Diſcords there, 
To ſhock the Eye, or to offend the Ear. 
Ceſar and Brutus friendly meet ; 
Ceſar cries out for Liberty, 
While Rrutus does with awful pleaſuse ec, 
Bright Majeſty adorn the Throne, 
And wonders at her juſt proportion, 


From blinded Prejudice learns to admire 
Her Looks fo ſoftly kind, ſo graceful her Attire. 


X. Lec 


(i 
X. 


Let Fabius be no more a Pattern brought, 

For deep Deſign, and well-inſtructed Thought; 

Th impending Storm the Carthaginian fear d 
Would have appear'd no more, 

Than gentle Winds, or a refreſhing Show'r, 
Wich Blenheims more important Day compar d. 
Thou Danube canſt with horrour tell 
The blacker, and more rapid Thunder there that fell; 
Thou only then didſt act the Friend, 

Thou didſt thy hoſpitable Arms extend, 
When to thy Banks the trembling Squadrons fled, 
And in thy yielding Boſom plung d each conſcious Head. 


X]. 


Faithful Camillus whoſe forgiving Mind, 
Calmly ſuſtain'd thy Country's hate, 
How much didſt thou deſerve a better Fate? 
Yet did her Wrongs thy genrous Soul engage, 
Nor could thy Injuries thy Love aſſwage. 
So tender were the Motives which inclin'd, 
Bravely thou did'ſt, yet, What could' ſt thou do leſs ? 
What Virtue could be deaf to Rome's diſtreſs? 
In this thou didſt chy Self regard, 
Knowing that a Return like thine, 
Where Duty ſo ſurprizingly did ſhine, 
None would more highly prize, none better could Reward. 


XII. 


But ſay, my Muſe, from what Original; 
From what eternal Source of Love, 
Deſcending from above, 
Do we a more extenſive Good derive; 
Great ANNE alone has learnt to give, 
And deal like Providence her Benefits to all. 
She, as th' incircling Heavn immenſe 1 
C e 


(is) 


Ore the glad World her faithful Care extends. 
Thou Marlb rough like ſome beautcous Orb of Light, 
The firſt in Magnitude and Place, 
Doſt boldly run thy glorious Race, | 
While we deyoutly gaze, and wonder at thy Heigth. 


XIII. 


From the huge Maſs of her ill-gotten Spoils, 
With ſome Diſdain, and ſome Surprize, 
Proud France beheld thy Glory riſe, 

The great Preſage of all thy future Toils : 
She ſaw the kindling Flame that did impart 
Light to thy Mind, and Ardour to thy Heart. 

Well might ſhe dread thy ſcorching Fire, 
As to thy brighter Noon thou didſt afpire. 

So Titan ſcatters with his active Ray, 

The blackeſt Storm engendring Night, 

Tho fraught with Death the Guilty to affright, 

And thro. its ſullen boſom darts the intercepted * 


XIV. 


BEL 0 14 firſt ſaw the r Work begun; 
With Joy and Wonder ſhe look d on, 
While thou, like ſome bold Hunter, didſt incite 
The Gallick Legions to the Fight, 
Their timely Fear a ſafer Path purſues, 
Wiſely they yield what they were ſure to looſe. 
Belgia, how fruitleſs were thy early Toil ? 
T' extend thy Borders, and improve thy Soil. 
From their known Woods the Savage Herd to chace, 
Should Fate decree to mock thy Pains, 
T infeſt thy Towns, and ravage all thy Plains, 
By more obnoxious hos and a more lawleſs Race? 


XV. Trem- 


( 11) 


1 


| Trembling they fly ſcarce yet ſecure by flight, 
While in their Breaſts their Fear renews the fight; 
The guiltleſs Earth for a retreat they wound, 
( Neceſſity the ſafe Expedient found) 
But all their Arts in vain they did employ, | 
To ſave what Marl6rough's Hand was deſtin'd to deſtroy. 
His Thunder had the fatal Blow purſu'd, _ 
Tho walld with Mountains they had ſtood ; 
Thus by himſelf Suſtain d Great Jove preyail'd 
Ore the raſh Titans that his Heay'n aſſaild: 
Too late convinc'd their Fortune they deplore, 
Chruſhet by thoſe Hills which were their Strength before. 


XVI. 


BAVARIA next thy Miſeries commence, 

A ſuddain Fear alarmd thy Breaſt, . 

To ſee thy ſtrange intruding Gueſts; 
While from afar their glitt ring Arms appear, 
'Twas juſt to wonder at, and juſt to fear; 
What awd Mankind, and kept them in ſuſpenſe, 
Happy thy Prince had he reſign'd his Breath, 
Had all his Treach'ry been repaid with Death: 
So ſome fierce Lyon which the Toil has paſt, 
Feels in his (ide the galling Spear ſtick faſt ; 
From death reſervd to a more tortring Ill; 

In vain he foams with Rage, and bites the bearded Steel, 


XVII. 


But ſtay, my Muſe, thy daring flight, 

Shun the bright Object that will hurt thy ſight; 
When Ramillie, or Hocſted, is the Theme, 
Avoid the dangerous Extream. 

Th' amazing Truth attempt not to relate, 

Of learus mindful, and Prometheus fate. 


Gn 

The Sun the Hebrews bold arreſt t has: 

Stood {till to make a leſs important Day. 
MARLBRO with bolder Steps march) d on, 
Had Phebus with unuſual haſt, 

Up d his impatient” Courſes to the Veſt, g If 

Ere he had reach'd the Goal the Bus neſs had — dane. 


XVIII. 


m4 RL B 20 8 bold March no narrov- Rules dene; 
Nature, that thought her Work was all compleat: 
1 When ſhe had Bounds to Empire ſet, | 
| Has learnt that all was uſeleſs to controul 
His more capacious Soul. n A 
The Scheld, the Maeſe, the Danube, and the Rhine 
With pride his joyful Enſigns bore, 
Till he had reach'd the farther Shoar. 
Nature confeſſes his more n Hand, 
Expecting his Command, 
And owns it juſt he ſhould . new Laws, 
Who triumphs to maintain the World ts and AN NAs Cauſe. 


Thus have I ſeen in a ſecure Retreat, WY 
(Of ſome old River-God the peaceful Scat, * 


From its pure Urn a ſilver Current glide, 
The infant Waves with gentle Murmurs tlow, 


While wanton Naids prattle as they go, 

Kiſſing the flow'ry Banks, and ſporting thro the Lide: 
The ſmiling Banks pleasd with the am'tous play, 
By juſt Degrees, as They advance, give way ; 
But as their Number, and their Bounds increaſe, 
Boldly they revel in a larger Space ; * 
Till unconfin d they gladly all reſort, my 

T increaſe the Pow, r and, Stare of Neptune's watry Court 


* * 
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